THE    MEMOIRS    OF
a sufficiently large hole to enable them to crawl out. They
found that the hole debouched under the apex of a roof
abutting on to the prison, and there was nothing to prevent
them climbing through on to the joists of the garret. Once
there, they set about removing the tiles from the roof.
Freedom already seemed to be theirs when, in his eagerness
to reach up, Rashleigh's companion slipped from the joist
and crashed through the lath and plaster of the ceiling of the
room below. The next thing he knew was that he was
sprawling on the bed of an old woman, who had instantly
awakened and was shrieking 'Rape! Fire! Murder!' at the
pitch of her voice, despite all the efforts of the man to pacify
her and explain his intrusion.
Rashleigh, motionless as a rock, listened to this, and to the
sound of hurrying footsteps which proved that the household
had been aroused. Under cover of the noise, he crept over to
the hole in the ceiling and peeped through. He saw the door
burst open and half a dozen men and women, mostly in
night attire, rush into the room. His companion, immedi-
ately the door was opened, bolted past his would-be captors
and plunged down the stairs. Above the chatter of voices in
the room beneath his feet, Rashleigh heard the sound of a
struggle on the stairs, and judging from this that his friend
had been captured, he thought it best to make his escape on
to the roof. Nerved by despair, he tore away battens and
tiles, and scrambled through the hole he had made. In his
panic he missed his hold on the roof and began to roll at ever-
increasing speed down the steep slope. His expectation of
sudden and violent death when he should pitch over the roof
edge to the ground below, was disappointed. The jerk which
he was expecting occurred, but instead of dropping through
space, he found himself gasping in icy water. He struck out
to swim to the edge of this roof reservoir, and clutching the
56